A true critic needn't worry about a poet's shawls and
labels
But must be able to peep deep into his very blood cells
Many poets who received many ovations during their
life time
Slowly receded into dark oblivion withdrawing their
claim
A true bard is a boundless diamond field
On our inquiring look depends its yield
A great poet is a big island pond
The more we draw the more they respond.
In this way the Sanskrit commentators are really unique
They are the unrivall'd masters of critical technique
Govindacharya, Neeiakantha, and Mallinatha to name
some
Are decent, erudite, noble, able and thoroughly whole-
some.
Poets are not judged by the phrase they use nor by
sounds they produce
But by sublime aspirations they rouse and moods they
induce
And not by laurels they secure nor by felicitations they
receive
But by swe$t*suggestions they fuse and the vision of
future they conceive.
Some of the critics magnify trivial faults
And hesitate not to hurl personal assaults
The fiendish pleasure thereby they contrive to reap
Will ultimately stamp them in the field as cheap.
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